THE REDSHANKS                          Julian

Bell

DRIVE on, sharp wings, and cry above
Not contemplating life or love
Or war or death: a winter flight
Impartial to our human plight.

I below shall still remain
On solid earth, with fear and pain,
Doubt, and act, and nervous strive,
As best I may, to keep alive.

What useless dream, a hope to sail
Down the wide, transparent gale,
Until, insentient, I shall be
As gaseous a transparency.

What useless dream, a hope to wring
Comfort from a migrant wing:
Human or beast, before us set
The incommunicable net.

Parallel, yet separate,
The languages we mistranslate,
And knowledge seems no less absurd
If of a mistress, or a bird.
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